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Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Old age should burn and rage at the close of day. 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
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And Death Shall Have No Dominion 

And death shall have no dominion. 

Dead men naked they shall be one 

With the man in the wind and the west moon; 

When their bones are picked clean and the clean bones gone, 

They shall have stars at elbow and foot; 

Though they go mad they shall be sane, 

Though they sink through the sea they shall rise again; 

Though lovers be lost love shall not; 

And death shall have no dominion. 

And death shall have no dominion. 
Under the windings of the sea 
They lying long shall not die windily; 
Twisting on racks when sinews give way, 
Strapped to a wheel, yet they shall not break; 
Faith in their hands shall snap in two, 
And the unicorn evils run them through; 
Split all ends up they shan't crack; 
And death shall have no dominion. 

And death shall have no dominion. 
No more may gulls cry at their ears 
Or waves break loud on the seashores; 
Where blew a flower may a flower no more 
Lift its head to the blows of the rain; 
Through they be mad and dead as nails, 
Heads of the characters hammer through daisies; 
Break in the sun till the sun breaks down, 
And death shall have no dominion. 



Dylan Thomas 



In My Craft Or Sullen Art 

In my craft or sullen art 

Exercised in the still night 

When only the moon rages 

And the lovers lie abed 

With all their griefs in their arms, 

I labour by singing light 

Not for ambition or bread 

Or the strut and trade of charms 

On the ivory stages 

But for the common wages 

Of their most secret heart. 

Not for the proud man apart 
From the raging moon I write 
On these spindrift pages 
Nor for the towering dead 
With their nightingales and psalms 
But for the lovers, their arms 
Round the griefs of the ages, 
Who pay no praise or wages 
Nor heed my craft or art. 



In My Craft or Sullen Art: Selected Poems • 7 



A Process In the Weather of the Heart 



The Force That Through The Green Fuse Drives The Flower 



A process in the weather of the heart 
Turns damp to dry; the golden shot 
Storms in the freezing tomb. 
A weather in the quarter of the veins 
Turns night to day; blood in their suns 
Lights up the living worm. 

A process in the eye forwarns 

the bones of blindness; and the womb 

Drives in a death as life leaks out. 

A darkness in the weather of the eye 
Is half its light; the fathomed sea 
Breaks on unangled land. 
The seed that makes a forest of the loin 
Forks half its fruit; and half drops down, 
Slow in a sleeping wind. 



The force that through the green fuse drives the flower 

Drives my green age; that blasts the roots of trees 

Is my destroyer. 

And I am dumb to tell the crooked rose 

My youth is bent by the same wintry fever. 

The force that drives the water through the rocks 

Drives my red blood; that dries the mouthing streams 

Turns mine to wax. 

And I am dumb to mouth unto my veins 

How at the mountain spring the same mouth sucks. 

The hand that whirls the water in the pool 
Stirs the quicksand; that ropes the blowing wind 
Hauls my shroud sail. 
And I am dumb to tell the hanging man 
How of my clay is made the hangman's lime. 



A weather in the flesh and bone 

Is damp and dry; the quick and dead 

Move like two ghosts before the eye. 

A process in the weather of the world 
Turns ghost to ghost; each mothered child 
Sits in their double shade. 
A process blows the moon into the sun, 
Pulls down the shabby curtains of the skin; 
And the heart gives up its dead. 



The lips of time leech to the fountain head; 
Love drips and gathers, but the fallen blood 
Shall calm her sores. 
And I am dumb to tell a weather's wind 
How time has ticked a heaven round the stars. 

And I am dumb to tell the lover's tomb 

How at my sheet goes the same crooked worm. 



Dylan Thomas 
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Was There A Time 



Light breaks where no sun shines 



Was there a time when dancers with their fiddles 
In children's circuses could stay their troubles? 
There was a time they could cry over books, 
But time has set its maggot on their track. 
Under the arc of the sky they are unsafe. 
What's never known is safest in this life. 
Under the skysigns they who have no arms 
Have cleanest hands, and, as the heartless ghost 
Alone 's unhurt, so the blind man sees best. 



Light breaks where no sun shines; 

Where no sea runs, the waters of the heart 

Push in their tides; 

And, broken ghosts with glow-worms in their heads, 

The things of light 

File through the flesh where no flesh decks the bones. 

A candle in the thighs 

Warms youth and seed and burns the seeds of age; 

Where no seed stirs, 

The fruit of man unwrinkles in the stars, 

Bright as a fig; 

Where no wax is, the candle shows its hairs. 



Dawn breaks behind the eyes; 

From poles of skull and toe the windy blood 

Slides like a sea; 

Nor fenced, nor staked, the gushers of the sky 

Spout to the rod 

Divining in a smile the oil of tears. 

Night in the sockets rounds, 

Like some pitch moon, the limit of the globes; 

Day lights the bone; 

Where no cold is, the skinning gales unpin 

The winter's robes; 

The film of spring is hanging from the lids. 

Light breaks on secret lots, 

On tips of thought where thoughts smell in the rain; 

When logics dies, 

The secret of the soil grows through the eye, 

And blood jumps in the sun; 

Above the waste allotments the dawn halts. 
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Sometimes the Sky's Too Bright 



Among Those Killed in the Dawn Raid Was a Man Aged a Hundred 



Sometimes the sky's too bright, 

Or has too many clouds or birds, 

And far away's too sharp a sun 

To nourish thinking of him. 

Why is my hand too blunt 

To cut in front of me 

My horrid images for me, 

Of over-fruitful smiles, 

The weightless touching of the lip 

I wish to know 

I cannot lift, but can, 

The creature with the angel's face 

Who tells me hurt, 

And sees my body go 

Down into misery? 

No stopping. Put the smile 

Where tears have come to dry. 

The angel's hurt is left; 

His telling burns. 



When the morning was waking over the war 

He put on his clothes and stepped out and he died, 

The locks yawned loose and a blast blew them wide, 

He dropped where he loved on the burst pavement stone 

And the funeral grains of the slaughtered floor. 

Tell his street on its back he stopped a sun 

And the craters of his eyes grew springshots and fire 

When all the keys shot from the locks, and rang. 

Dig no more for the chains of his grey-haired heart. 

The heavenly ambulance drawn by a wound 

Assembling waits for the spade's ring on the cage. 

O keep his bones away from the common cart, 

The morning is flying on the wings of his age 

And a hundred storks perch on the sun's right hand. 



Sometimes a woman's heart has salt, 

Or too much blood; 

I tear her breast, 

And see the blood is mine, 

Flowing from her, but mine, 

And then I think 

Perhaps the sky's too bright; 

And watch my hand, 

But do not follow it, 

And feel the pain it gives, 

But do not ache. 
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Elegy 



Too proud to die; broken and blind he died 
The darkest way, and did not turn away, 
A cold kind man brave in his narrow pride 

On that darkest day, Oh, forever may 
He lie lightly, at last, on the last, crossed 
Hill, under the grass, in love, and there grow 

Young among the long flocks, and never lie lost 
Or still all the numberless days of his death, though 
Above all he longed for his mother's breast 

Which was rest and dust, and in the kind ground 
The darkest justice of death, blind and unblessed. 
Let him find no rest but be fathered and found, 

I prayed in the crouching room, by his blind bed, 

In the muted house, one minute before 

Noon, and night, and light. The rivers of the dead 

Veined his poor hand I held, and I saw 

Through his unseeing eyes to the roots of the sea. 

(An old tormented man three-quarters blind, 



The sticks of the house were his; his books he owned. 

Even as a baby he had never cried; 

Nor did he now, save to his secret wound. 

Out of his eyes I saw the last light glide. 
Here among the light of the lording sky 
An old man is with me where I go 

Walking in the meadows of his son's eye 

On whom a world of ills came down like snow. 

He cried as he died, fearing at last the spheres' 

Last sound, the world going out without a breath: 

Too proud to cry, too frail to check the tears, 

And caught between two nights, blindness and death. 

O deepest wound of all that he should die 
On that darkest day. Oh, he could hide 
The tears out of his eyes, too proud to cry. 

Until I die he will not leave my side.) 



I am not too proud to cry that He and he 

Will never never go out of my mind. 

All his bones crying, and poor in all but pain, 

Being innocent, he dreaded that he died 
Hating his God, but what he was was plain: 
An old kind man brave in his burning pride. 
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From Loves First Fever to Her Plague 



From love's first fever to her plague, from the soft second 

And to the hollow minute of the womb, 

From the unfolding to the scissored caul, 

The time for breast and the green apron age 

When no mouth stirred about the hanging famine, 

All world was one, one windy nothing, 

My world was christened in a stream of milk. 

And earth and sky were as one airy hill. 

The sun and moon shed one white light. 

From the first print of the unshodden foot, the lifting 

Hand, the breaking of the hair, 

From the first scent of the heart, the warning ghost, 

And to the first dumb wonder at the flesh, 

The sun was red, the moon was grey, 

The earth and sky were as two mountains meeting. 

The body prospered, teeth in the marrowed gums, 
The growing bones, the rumour of the manseed 
Within the hallowed gland, blood blessed the heart, 
And the four winds, that had long blown as one, 
Shone in my ears the light of sound, 
Called in my eyes the sound of light. 
And yellow was the multiplying sand, 
Each golden grain spat life into its fellow, 
Green was the singing house. 



And from the first declension of the flesh 

I learnt man's tongue, to twist the shapes of thoughts 

Into the stony idiom of the brain, 

To shade and knit anew the patch of words 

Left by the dead who, in their moonless acre, 

Need no word's warmth. 

The root of tongues ends in a spentout cancer, 

That but a name, where maggots have their X. 

I learnt the verbs of will, and had my secret; 

The code of night tapped on my tongue; 

What had been one was many sounding minded. 

One wound, one mind, spewed out the matter, 
One breast gave suck the fever's issue; 
From the divorcing sky I learnt the double, 
The two-framed globe that spun into a score; 
A million minds gave suck to such a bud 
As forks my eye; 

Youth did condense; the tears of spring 
Dissolved in summer and the hundred seasons; 
One sun, one manna, warmed and fed. 



The plum my mother picked matured slowly, 
The boy she dropped from darkness at her side 
Into the sided lap of light grew strong, 
Was muscled, matted, wise to the crying thigh, 
And to the voice that, like a voice of hunger, 
Itched in the noise of wind and sun. 
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Holy Spring 



o 

Out of a bed of love 

When that immortal hospital made one more move to soothe 

The curless counted body, 

And ruin and his causes 

Over the barbed and shooting sea assumed an army 

And swept into our wounds and houses, 

I climb to greet the war in which I have no heart but only 

That one dark I owe my light, 

Call for confessor and wiser mirror but there is none 

To glow after the god stoning night 
And I am struck as lonely as a holy marker by the sun 

No 

Praise that the spring time is all 

Gabriel and radiant shrubbery as the morning grows joyful 

Out of the woebegone pyre 

And the multitude's sultry tear turns cool on the weeping wall, 

My arising prodigal 

Sun the father his quiver full of the infants of pure fire, 

But blessed be hail and upheaval 

That uncalm still it is sure alone to stand and sing 

Alone in the husk of man's home 

And the mother and toppling house of the holy spring, 

If only for a last time. 
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I Have Longed to Move Away 

I have longed to move away 
From the hissing of the spent lie 
And the old terrors' continual cry 
Growing more terrible as the day 
Goes over the hill into the deep sea; 
I have longed to move away 
From the repetition of salutes, 
For there are ghosts in the air 
And ghostly echoes on paper, 
And the thunder of calls and notes. 

I have longed to move away but am afraid; 

Some life, yet unspent, might explode 

Out of the old lie burning on the ground, 

And, crackling into the air, leave me half-blind. 

Neither by night's ancient fear, 

The parting of hat from hair, 

Pursed lips at the receiver, 

Shall I fall to death's feather. 

By these I would not care to die, 

Half convention and half lie. 
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In the Beginning 



Lament 



In the beginning was the three-pointed star, 

One smile of light across the empty face, 

One bough of bone across the rooting air, 

The substance forked that marrowed the first sun, 

And, burning ciphers on the round of space, 

Heaven and hell mixed as they spun. 

In the beginning was the pale signature, 
Three-syllabled and starry as the smile, 
And after came the imprints on the water, 
Stamp of the minted face upon the moon; 
The blood that touched the crosstree and the grail 
Touched the first cloud and left a sign. 

In the beginning was the mounting fire 

That set alight the weathers from a spark, 

A three-eyed, red-eyed spark, blunt as a flower, 

Life rose and spouted from the rolling seas, 

Burst in the roots, pumped from the earth and rock 

The secret oils that drive the grass. 

In the beginning was the word, the word 
That from the solid bases of the light 
Abstracted all the letters of the void; 
And from the cloudy bases of the breath 
The word flowed up, translating to the heart 
First characters of birth and death. 

In the beginning was the secret brain. 

The brain was celled and soldered in the thought 

Before the pitch was forking to a sun; 

Before the veins were shaking in their sieve, 

Blood shot and scattered to the winds of light 

The ribbed original of love. 



When I was a windy boy and a bit 

And the black spit of the chapel fold, 

(Sighed the old ram rod, dying of women), 

I tiptoed shy in the gooseberry wood, 

The rude owl cried like a tell-tale tit, 

I skipped in a blush as the big girls rolled 

Nine-pin down on donkey's common, 

And on seesaw sunday nights I wooed 

Whoever I would with my wicked eyes, 

The whole of the moon I could love and leave 

All the green leaved little weddings' wives 

In the coal black bush and let them grieve. 

When I was a gusty man and a half 
And the black beast of the beetles' pews 
(Sighed the old ram rod, dying of bitches), 
Not a boy and a bit in the wick- 
Dipping moon and drunk as a new dropped calf, 
I whistled all night in the twisted flues, 
Midwives grew in the midnight ditches, 
And the sizzling sheets of the town cried, Quick! - 
Whenever I dove in a breast high shoal, 
Wherever I ramped in the clover quilts, 
Whatsoever I did in the coal- 
Black night, I left my quivering prints. 

When I was a man you could call a man 
And the black cross of the holy house, 
(Sighed the old ram rod, dying of welcome), 
Brandy and ripe in my bright, bass prime, 
No springtailed torn in the red hot town 
With every simmering woman his mouse 
But a hillocky bull in the swelter 
Of summer come in his great good time 



20 



Dylan Thomas 



In My Craft or Sullen Art: Selected Poems * 21 



To the sultry, biding herds, I said, 

Oh, time enough when the blood runs cold, 

And I lie down but to sleep in bed, 

For my sulking, skulking, coal black soul! 

When I was half the man I was 

And serve me right as the preachers warn, 

(Sighed the old ram rod, dying of downfall), 

No flailing calf or cat in a flame 

Or hickory bull in milky grass 

But a black sheep with a crumpled horn, 

At last the soul from its foul mousehole 

Slunk pouting out when the limp time came; 

And I gave my soul a blind, slashed eye, 

Gristle and rind, and a roarers' life, 

And I shoved it into the coal black sky 

To find a woman's soul for a wife. 

Now I am a man no more no more 
And a black reward for a roaring life, 
(Sighed the old ram rod, dying of strangers), 
Tidy and cursed in my dove cooed room 
I lie down thin and hear the good bells jaw — 
For, oh, my soul found a sunday wife 
In the coal black sky and she bore angels! 
Harpies around me out of her womb! 
Chastity prays for me, piety sings, 
Innocence sweetens my last black breath, 
Modesty hides my thighs in her wings, 
And all the deadly virtues plague my death! 



Lie StM, Sleep Becalmed 



Lie still, sleep becalmed, sufferer with the wound 
In the throat, burning and turning. All night afloat 
On the silent sea we have heard the sound 
That came from the wound wrapped in the salt sheet. 

Under the mile off moon we trembled listening 
To the sea sound flowing like blood from the loud wound 
And when the salt sheet broke in a storm of singing 
The voices of all the drowned swam on the wind. 

Open a pathway through the slow sad sail, 

Throw wide to the wind the gates of the wandering boat 

For my voyage to begin to the end of my wound, 

We heard the sea sound sing, we saw the salt sheet tell. 

Lie still, sleep becalmed, hide the mouth in the throat, 

Or we shall obey, and ride with you through the drowned. 
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Love In the Asylum 



A stranger has come 

To share my room in the house not right in the head, 

A girl mad as birds 

Bolting the night of the door with her arm her plume. 

Strait in the mazed bed 

She deludes the heaven-proof house with entering clouds 

Yet she deludes with walking the nightmarish room, 

At large as the dead, 

Or rides the imagined oceans of the male wards. 

She has come possessed 

Who admits the delusive light through the bouncing wall, 

Possessed by the skies 

She sleeps in the narrow trough yet she walks the dust 

Yet raves at her will 
On the madhouse boards worn thin by my walking tears. 

And taken by light in her arms at long and dear last 

I may without fail 

Suffer the first vision that set fire to the stars. 
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Should Lanterns Shine 

Should lanterns shine, the holy face, 
Caught in an octagon of unaccustomed light, 
Would wither up, an any boy of love 
Look twice before he fell from grace. 
The features in their private dark 
Are formed of flesh, but let the false day come 
And from her lips the faded pigments fall, 
The mummy cloths expose an ancient breast. 

I have been told to reason by the heart, 

But heart, like head, leads helplessly; 

I have been told to reason by the pulse, 

And, when it quickens, alter the actions' pace 

Till field and roof lie level and the same 

So fast I move defying time, the quiet gentleman 

Whose beard wags in Egyptian wind. 

I have heard many years of telling, 

And many years should see some change. 

The ball I threw while playing in the park 
Has not yet reached the ground. 
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the Conversation of Prayer 



Especially When the October Wind 



The conversation of prayers about to be said 

By the child going to bed and the man on the stairs 

Who climbs to his dying love in her high room, 

The one not caring to whom in his sleep he will move 

And the other full of tears that she will be dead, 

Turns in the dark on the sound they know will arise 
Into the answering skies from the green ground, 
From the man on the stairs and the child by his bed. 
The sound about to be said in the two prayers 
For the sleep in a safe land and the love who dies 

Will be the same grief flying. Whom shall they calm? 
Shall the child sleep unharmed or the man be crying? 
The conversation of prayers about to be said 
Turns on the quick and the dead, and the man on the stair 
To-night shall find no dying but alive and warm 



Especially when the October wind 
With frosty fingers punishes my hair, 
Caught by the crabbing sun I walk on fire 
And cast a shadow crab upon the land, 
By the sea's side, hearing the noise of birds, 
Hearing the raven cough in winter sticks, 
My busy heart who shudders as she talks 
Sheds the syllabic blood and drains her words. 

Shut, too, in a tower of words, I mark 

On the horizon walking like the trees 

The wordy shapes of women, and the rows 

Of the star-gestured children in the park. 

Some let me make you of the vowelled beeches, 

Some of the oaken voices, from the roots 

Of many a thorny shire tell you notes, 

Some let me make you of the water's speeches. 



In the fire of his care his love in the high room. 

And the child not caring to whom he climbs his prayer 

Shall drown in a grief as deep as his made grave, 

And mark the dark eyed wave, through the eyes of sleep, 

Dragging him up the stairs to one who lies dead. 



Behind a pot of ferns the wagging clock 
Tells me the hour's word, the neural meaning 
Flies on the shafted disk, declaims the morning 
And tells the windy weather in the cock. 
Some let me make you of the meadow's signs; 
The signal grass that tells me all I know 
Breaks with the wormy winter through the eye. 
Some let me tell you of the raven's sins. 
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Especially when the October wind 
(Some let me make you of autumnal spells, 
The spider-tongued, and the loud hill of Wales) 
With fists of turnips punishes the land, 
Some let me make you of the heartless words. 
The heart is drained that, spelling in the scurry 
Of chemic blood, warned of the coming fury 
By the sea's side hear the dark-vowelled birds. 



When All My Five and Country Senses See 

When all my five and country senses see, 

The fingers will forget green thumbs and mark 

How, through the halfmoon's vegetable eye, 

Husk of young stars and handfull zodiac, 

Love in the frost is pared and wintered by, 

The whispering ears will watch love drummed away 

Down breeze and shell to a discordant beach, 

And, lashed to syllables, the lynx tongue cry 

That her fond wounds are mended bitterly. 

My nostrils see her breath burn like a bush. 



My one and noble heart has witnesses 
In all love's countries, that will grope awake; 
And when blind sleep drops on the spying senses, 
The heart is sensual, though five eyes break. 
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